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THAE MOTHERLOOK.

“As one whom his mother comforteth.”
—JYsuiah €6:13,

You take the finest woman, with th’ roses
in her cheeks,

An’ all th’' birds a-singin’ in her voice
each time she speaks;

Her hair all black an’ gleamin’, or a glow-
in' mass o' gold—

An' still th’ tale o’ beauty isn’t more th'n
half way told.

There ain't a word that tells it; all de-
scription it defies—

The motherlook that lingers in a happy
woman's eyes,

A woman's eyes will sparkle in her in-
nocence an' fun,

Or snap a warnin’ message to th’ ones
she wants to shun.

In pleasure or in anger there is always
han'someness,

But still there is a beauty that was sure-
ly made to bless—

A beauty that grows sweeter an’ that all

but glorifies—

motherlook that some time comes

into a woman's eyes.

Th'

It ain’'t a smile, exactly—yet it's brimmin’
full o' joy,

An’ meltin’ into sunshine when she bends
above her boy

Or girl when it’s a-sleepin’, with its dreams
told in its face;

She smooths its hair, an’ pets it as she li’s
it to its place.

It leads all th' expressions, whether grave,
or gay, or wise—

Th’ motherlook that glimmers in a lovin’
woman's eyes.

There ain't a picture of it. 1f there was
they’'d have to paint

A picture of a woman mostly angel an’
some saint,

An' make it still be human—an’' they’'d
have to blend the whole,

There ain’'t a picture of it, for no one can
paint a soul.

No one can paint the glory comin’ straight

from paradise—

motherlook that lingers in a happy

woman's eyes,

—Chicago Daily Tribune,
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Bearding a Lion

By
HARRY L. BAKER
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(Copyright, 1903, by Daily Story Pub. Co.)

¢ /mHROW up your hands; up with |

them, I say, or I'll let daylight|
through you. There, you. Hold still |
now, till I put the darbies on him.
And there you are, my fine bird; caught
as quick as a wink, and you didn’t get
to use that cannon after all.”

The man addressed only answered with
an oath. He had been caught napping
from behind as he cleaned his rifle.
Hatfield was a moonshiner whose
family before him had grown their,
corn and made their .

whisky un-.
interruptedly for years until the reve-!
nue law came into force and the hills of ;
east Kentucky afterward were frequently |
stained with the blood of some limb of
the law whose foolhardiness or sense of |
duty led him into the range of the moon-
shiner’'s rifle, or some equally unfortu-
nate maker of illicit liquor, who was|
snuffed out by the steady aim of an offi- |
cer’s gun. And so they have fought each |
other year in and year out. Each, everi
on the alert, fingers itching on triggers, |
eyes furtively peering at every tree, ears |
and nostrils distended at every sound.f
Verily the revenue laws have been the
unhappy cause of many mountain trage- ‘i

' dies. Hatfield had never been bothered,‘

perhaps because he had more friends in |
standing, or maybe his reputation as ai
sure shot had engendered a wholesome |
dread in the hearts of the revenues, for!
he had sworn to kill on sight the first one
he found prowling round his mountain
domain. Be that as it may, on this day
in October he had been surprised and cap- |
tured, hands down, without firingashot.
| He bowed his head, his scraggy beard

HE WAS SURPRISED AND CAPTURED.
!

\reaching half way to his waist. The pic-
ture of a long term in prison was before
him. He looked over his hilly little
farm, where he had eked outan existence
ever since he had won pretty Jane Lark-
.ins for his wife 30 years ago. He could
see the top of the little cabin built by his
own hands from native oaks, rearing up
over the crest of the hill, the smoke curl-
ing upward from the rear “chinked and
dobbed” chimney. The sun was sinking
‘behind Green Brier mountain, throwing
a blood-red glow on-the autumn foliage,
and the haze of a mountain evening hung
over the valley.

A tear trickled down his weathered
cheek, but he brushed it aside and
straightened up like a lion at bay.

Meanwhile the officers were preparing
to return with their quary ta the town
below—and the prison.

He tried to speak, but the words stuck | !
in his throat, and he could only gulp.|:

Why had these strange men whom he
had never harmed, or even met before,
come to his happy little home, where he
had lived, fearing God, with malice to
none? He had to live—the price of corn
was down, in fact there was no market
for it. He could raise nothing else upon
‘the barren soil. He grew his own corn,
he made his own liquor from that corn

and sold it; where was the harm? The

41 hill and enlisted. And how proud he had

' brought back the boy who had been his

| fast and hot.

| and they turned their faces homeward,

what would she do? And the mounds
under the big old trees over which he
had raised rude crosses, where she had
placed fresh flowers every day over the
graves of her sons—their sons. Had
they not been first to answer the call of
McKinley for troops to back the nation
in her fight for humnaity and vengeance
for the Maine? They had marched boldly
away to the little town at the foot of the

been of them; his two boys; big fellows
they were, each more than six feet tall,
and mere boys. How he admired them in
the common homespun clothing, their
muscular, well-built frames looming up
among the city fellows. And how heard
Jane had gone all the way to Charleston,
using up quite a little bit of their savinzs,
just to see them as they embarked for
Cuba. How he had found a place in a big
doorway and they strained their eyes for
the coming of the soldier boys. Away off
down the street a band was playing, com-
ing closer, and that tune, “Dixie,” dear
old “Dixie,” that he had marched to 30
years ago, when the brothers of the
south rose in defense of their rights and
fought the soldiers of the north, only
to be overpowered. And now they
can see a blue line swinging down
the street. The band has changed
to “Yankee Doodle;” flags are flying,
handkerchiefs are waving, the crowds
are shouting, and directly he sees them,
dressed in their uniforms, marching with
the rest, and the little, wrinkled woman
at his side had cried as they turned to-
ward the little mountain hut that they
called home. The first time since the
boys were born that they had gone home
without them.

He thought of it all now, and how, after
weeks of anxious waiting for news, he
received a letter saying that John was
coming home. Not coming, but being
sent, in a coffin with a ragged hole in his
breast where a Spanish ball had vented
its spite on the nation that came between
it and its prey. How he again went to
Charleston, this time sad and alone, and

jdol—dead, They had buried him under
that tree, the mother had cried a little,
new lines came to her face and she had
ceased to sing. After awhile he got
another letter from Bill. Bill said that
he was discharged and coming home very
ill. And how they had gone for the third
time to Charleston to bring back their
boy and nurse him to health, and when
they reached the station a stranger with
a beard, who looked like a doctor, took
him to one side and told him that Bill
had died on the train and was being
brought home dead.

They had taken Bill and laid him to
rest beside his brother, martyrs to their
country’s cause. And now that country
for which he would havedied, that coun~
try which he called home, had taken his
boys, and was now stealing his liberty.
Can it be wondered that a feeling of re-
sentment surged over him and he
clinched his teeth and his breath came

“They started on their way to the town
below. “No, you can’t go there,” wasthe
reply given when he had asked to be al-«
lowed to say good-by to his wife. “Might
have some of your crowd there, and we
ain’t particularly anxious to meet them.”™
And they rode on and saw thedying rays
of the autumn sun lighting on the little
cross and then home was shut from view.
He bowed his head to the inevitable and
rode along in silence. Suddenly a shot
rang sharp and clear, its echoes vibrat-
ing on the moeuntain side, and one of his
captors bit the dust. Before the other
could have time to act the unseen hand
had again pressed the trigger and death
had again found a vietim waiting, and
from behind a boulder the little woman
appeared dragging the gun which the offi-
eers in their haste had left behind, still
smoking. She came kforward without
speaking, freed his hands, and turned the
horse loose to find its way back to the
stable.

“Supper’s most ready, Tom,” she said,

leaving the stars shining down on two
forms that would never move again,
Away off in the distance a dog barked, a
whip-poor-will plaintively called, and
the moon showed over the hill tops, gild-
ing the weather-beaten hut. From the
windows a cheerful light shone; inside
the old man and his wife ate their scanty
meal in silence. ¢

FROM WHEAT FIELD TO OVEN.

Several Loaves of Bread Are Ready
Thirty Minutes After the
Grain Is Cut.

A loaf of bread, the result of a record-
making experiment at Blockley, in
Worcestershire, England, was recently
exhibited in London.

At 8:30 one morning Messrs. Taylor
& Sons, of the Sheaf House farm,
started to cut a field of wheat. As fast
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Necessary mow to Benefit
by the Great In-

troductory

PIANO SALE!

|

Never befere has there been
such enthusiastic interest dis-
played on the part of a buy-
ing public, than has been
shown, not only by the eager-
ness of prospective purchas-
ers, but by the extraordinary
satisfaction of those who have!
bought during these money-
saving sa.es.

THE

Smith & Nixon
Piano Co.

Own and operate one of the|

l

largest manufacturing plants|
in Cincinnati.

ABout China
and Qut @lass.

A Handsome Selec-
tion of the best de-
signs. Very appro-
propriate for Wedding

Presents.

FORD & CO.

Flexible Corsets

—AND—

Star Brand Shoces -

ARFITHEBEST.

QUALITV

The Test of

Cheapnessx

% T

BUY

Purity Flour
THE BEST.
Therefore the Cheapest.
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The Paris Milling Co.

We want our Pianos better
known here, so we have adopt-
ed what we believe 1o be the
most up-to-date method of
opening up new teritory, sell-
ing a limited number of

direct  Ffrosm

the factory to consumers at
factory cost and less.

We invite you to call early
and investigate this sale.
Bring your musical friend
with you. Examine your
neighbor’s Piane, ask them
the price they paid, and then
come and examine our Pianos
and get price. You will

Save;$75 to $100

Selechaﬂ Dianac

by cutting out’ithe agent’s
profit. You will have to act
quickly, as we are only here!
for a few days.
Remember the place,

GOODLOE’S OLD STAND,
Main Street, Paris, Ky.

GORN FOR SALE!

Twenty-five acres of' corn in shock:
will farnish lot to feed on, and will feec
it if desired, or purchaser may feed him
seif. JOE HOUSTON,
"Phone 465 (E Tenn.)

Elizabeth, Kv
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A~FOR HOGS AND POULTRY.A~

Farmers, you need no longer fear to raise and feed Hogs. We
not only claim to cure Chelera, but we guarantee to prevent any such
disease from breaking out among your Hogs or Poultry, if our rem-

edy is used as directea. It is also fine for Brood Sows before far-

rowing, being a good blood medicine, which places them in a healthy

CHICHESTER'S ERGLISH
PENNYROYAL PILLS

Safe. Always reliable. Ladies, ask Dru%'ln fer
CHICHESTER'S ENGLIS in Bed and
Gold metallic boxes, sealed with blue ribbom.
Take no other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send 4e. in stamps for Particulars, Testi-
monials and “ Rellef for Ladies,” in leiter,
by retarn Mail. 10,000 Testimonials. Sold by
all Druggista.
OCHICHESTER OHEMICAL CO.
3160 Madison Square, PHILA., FPA
Mortion this pases.

ROADWAY
TRACK
EQUIPMENT.

NEW
::%%%
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Fait Scheduled Trains

sar.[‘bms

OF THEM AND
ALL DAILY.

No Additional Charge
FOR UPERB SERVICE AND QUICK TIME.

ELEGANT COACHES,
ullman Drawing Room Sleeping
Cars, Parlor, Observation,
Dining Cars.

For Res, Time of Trains or any Informa
dl on mearest ticket agent ofyad;rul, o

0. P. McCARTY,

General Passenger Agent,

6novif

CINCINNATI, O.;
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as the sheaves were cut they were car-
ried away to the granary and there
thrashed and winnowed.

These operations took six and a half
minutes. Thence the wheat was taken
to the mill of J. H. Painton, and there
ground and dressed in five and a half
minutes. At the adjacent bakehouse the
flour was made into dough and molded
into cakes and loaves.

Seven small loaves were taken from
the oven at nine o’clock—30 minutes
from the time the wheat was standing
uncut. The larger loaves were finished
in 40 minutes.

One was sent to the king, and others
presented to Lady Norwich and Lord
iRet‘.leﬁcm.le.

Date of Colambus’ Hirth,

A new book by Henry Vignaud, sec-
retary of the United States embassy at
'Paris, seeking to establish the date of
Columbus’ birth, will soon be pub-
;lished. The work is a further devel-
‘opment of Mr. Vignaud’s Columbian re-

‘birth of Columbus has been doubtful,

A

‘searches. ~ Hitherto the date of the

varying from 1430 to 1458. Mr. Vig-
naud has gathered data leading to the
| iconclusion that the great navigator|
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25 and 50c Bottles,

IN THE ESTIMAON OF OUR BEST
PHYSICIANS IS THE MOT BENEFICIAL OF
ALL DRUGS IN THE TREATMENT ¢ CONSTIPATION.

Lyons Laxatire Syrup

Is made of”Cascara Sagrada-and other drugs'th

bowel treubles (arising from )
VERY PLEASANT TO TAKE AND D

&
equally as beneficial

all stomach and

NOT @RIPE.
Ask your Dygist.

G. SYARDEN, Druggist.

for drugs or other stimulants.

prepared by an eminent physician.
 WE GUARANTEE A CURE

MORP

Oplum, Laudanum, Gocaine ai all Drug Habits'

permanently cured, without pain or detention fropusiness, leaving no craving
We restore the neus and physical systems to

their natural condition because we remove the caujof disease. Ahome ¢

condition. You cannot afford to be without this remedy if you expect
to raise and feed Hogs, as you will more than make the price of the
medicine in the extra gain in your hogs, and then vou can rest
assured they will have no disease. If they do we will refund the
money. Write for testimonials.

GEo. ALEXANDER & Co., Bankers, Paris, Ky
BOURBON BANK, Paris, Ky.
J. A. WILsoON, Druggist, Paris, Ky.

RerRRENCES

MANUFACTURED BY

LAUGHLIN BROS., Paris, Ky
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Subscribe

FOR A

BOURBON
HOME
TELEPHONE.

The BoursoN HoME is a home indus-

try—owned by home people; managed by

ple, and is the latest anci most up-to-
ate Telephone service.

UAMAMAIAI M MAAIAIAIS

-
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Try one for one month, and you will
be convinced of its superiority over all
others. There is

NO CROSS TALE.

You can tramsact private business ever
the HoMEe 'PHONE with the assurance that
other people does not hear you.

Now Is the Time.

A new Directory will be issued
from this office in a few days, so if
you want to get your name in it,
subscribe at once.
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or banish
of menstruation.” They are “LIFE SAVERS?” to
womanhood, aiding development of organs and e

+ remedy for the
known y wouign% . Oaﬁ:%o:tdor me

by draggius. bE. MoiTS

serve pENNYROYL PILLS B2 55




